

    
        
          Lynx

        

        
        
          Devil's Advocates, Volume 1

        

        
        
          S L Davies

        

        
          Published by S L Davies, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      LYNX

    

    
      First edition. September 12, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 S L Davies.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215720561

    

    
    
      Written by S L Davies.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty- Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Chapter Forty-Two

Chapter Forty-Three

Chapter Forty-Four

Chapter Forty-Five

Chapter Forty-Six

Chapter Forty-Seven

Chapter Forty-Eight

Chapter Forty-Nine

Chapter Fifty

Chapter Fifty-One

Chapter Fifty-Two

Epilogue

Sign up for S L Davies's Mailing List

Also By S L Davies

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue

[image: ]


Lynx (Aged 7)

“You will be safe here, my darling,” Mama’s voice called to me through the darkness and fogginess of my brain. I wanted to beg her to stay. I wanted to reach out and not let her go, but my body wouldn’t cooperate. 

Pain like I’d never felt before filled my mind. Every joint, muscle and even my skin hurt. Bringing tears to my eyes. Each time my body was jostled in my mother’s arms, I wanted to cry out. Her scent clung to me. The only thing that brought me any comfort.

I didn’t know where she was taking me. All I knew was that she was taking me away from my father. Louis Santos and his evil group, Morpheus. Through the fuzziness of my brain, I heard my mama telling me that I would no longer have to fight. I wouldn’t be beaten. I would be safe. It made my eased my heart and took the stress away. I believed my mother. I was going to be safe. I trusted in her words.

Voices surrounded me as I felt my body being placed onto cushioning. Blankets were pulled up over me. A cool cloth was placed on my head.

“He will be safe here Maggie,” a kind female voice spoke. “I will look after him like he is one of my own.”

“Thank you. I owe you and Frankie so much,” Mama replied.

Darkness swept over me and sucked me under. Mama’s voice faded. Her scent blinked out to nothingness. I was floating in the darkness. I couldn’t see anything around me. I closed my eyes and breathed in deeply. In the darkness, I didn’t hurt.

“Rest here child,” a man’s voice spoke.

My eyes flickered open, and I glanced around. Nothing but darkness surrounded me. I couldn’t see who spoke to me. But I could feel his presence close by. I wanted to ask who he was. I wanted to know why I couldn’t see him. I had so many questions, but my mouth didn’t open to speak. My eyes drooped closed. I was tired. So tired.

I allowed my exhaustion to wash over me and sleep to take me away. When I woke again, I could open my eyes. Although my skin still felt tight with the bruising I’d sustained around my eyes, I could at least see. 

“Mama,” I called quietly.

A woman I didn’t recognize stood over me and smiled warmly. “Oh, sweet Rupert. Your mama had to go back. My name is Louisa. You are going to stay with me and my husband Frankie and our son Declan for a while. Declan is the same age as you. He is extremely excited to meet you.”

Her smile was so friendly it was hard not to trust her. She had to be a good person if Mama had left me here with her. I tried to smile, but my lips were swollen and tight. The skin was split and hurt.

“I’m thirsty,” I croaked.

Louisa nodded her head and reached over for a plastic cup that held a straw in it. Gently she slipped the straw between my cracked and swollen lips so I could suck the cool water down. Instantly it soothed my dry and scratchy throat.

“Thank you,” I said when I’d drank my fill.

“You are so welcome, little one. Try and get more sleep. You still have a lot of healing to do,” Louisa said.

As if her words had power, I felt my eyelids growing heavy as sleep began to take me away. I yawned and let the darkness once again wash over me. This time I didn’t feel like the dark was quite as consuming. I could make out shadows around me. There was still a presence watching over me. I allowed the darkness to wrap itself around me so that I could heal.

The next time I opened my eyes, the skin didn’t feel as tight, and I was able to open my eyes wide. The pain in my body wasn’t as bad. I could take a deep breath letting me know that my ribs had started to knit together. My muscles didn’t feel like they were on fire, and the bruising that had been all over my body seemed to have lessened.

A boy of about the same age as me, sat beside the bed reading a book silently. He had a shock of red hair that was a tangle of curls. His eyes flashed almost orange in the light of the sun through the window. His lips were full and moved silently to each word he read. As if realizing I was watching him, he glanced over at me, and a big smile formed on his lips.

“Hi Rupert,” he said causing me to wince at the sound of the name that my father had bestowed on me.

“Please call me Lynx,” I said. Using the first thing to pop into my head. I was a lynx shifter, it made sense for that to be my nickname.

“Lynx it is then,” the boy said. Freckles were covered across his nose and cheeks. “My name is Declan. I’ve been waiting for you to heal enough to wake up so I could meet you.”

“How long have I been here?” I asked.

Declan hummed and tapped his chin. “I think it’s been five days now.”

“Where is my mama?” I questioned.

Declan scrunched his nose and sighed. “She had to go back to your father. She placed you here to hide you from him. He killed her.”

“Declan,” a man’s voice growled. “Did we not talk about this?”

The man that came in was massive. His chest was wide, and I could see where Declan got his red hair from. The man wore a long beard that hung to his chest.

“Papa, it’s only fair that he knows,” Declan said with a huff.

“Yes, it is, but I was going to chat to Rupert first,” the man said.

“Lynx,” Declan corrected. “He wants to be called Lynx.”

The man smiled down at me and nodded his head. “Then Lynx is what I will call you. How are you feeling?”

“A lot less sore,” I replied.

“That’s good. You are healing well. My name is Frankie. As you’ve met Declan, my son, and my wife Louisa.”

I nodded my head, remembering the lady with the kind smile who had helped me earlier. “Did my dad really kill Mama?” I asked.

Frankie sighed and kneeled beside the bed. He gently took my hand in his and skimmed his thumb over my knuckles. “I’m sorry Lynx. He did. We got word from her brother the day you were brought to us. Your Mama took you without Louis’s knowledge and brought you here. She refused to tell Louis where you were.”

A tear trekked down over my cheek and soaked into the pillow below me.

“I’ll kill him,” I growled.
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Lynx (Age 36)

“You sure you are ready to do this?” Israel asked me quietly as we stood out the front of the gates of the training facility that Louis had sent me the address to.

I looked up at the large concrete building. From the outside, you could easily mistake it for another factory. But inside I would be put through physical and mental tests all in the quest for me to take over from Louis as one of the seven.

I had considered ignoring the letter he sent through my uncle, my mother’s brother. But after a lot of consideration, I decided that this was going to be the way to bring the Morpheus leaders down. His threat that he would hunt me down and kill me if I didn’t take his place meant nothing. I’d gone and met with him, with Israel by my side only a week earlier. Now it was time for me to go to the training center to be taught how to be a Morpheus leader.

The thought made me sick. The fact that I’d pretended that I even wanted to be a part of his sick organization made me feel nauseous. But it was what I had to do. I was going to bring him down. I was going to destroy that cunt. All of them. I hated them. Louis, Alan, Donald, Frances, Dominic, Terrence, and Nigel. All of them would be squashed under my foot like the slugs they were. 

I sucked on my teeth and sighed. “No. I’m not sure I’m going to be able to pretend,” I growled to the sergeant at arms of the club I was VP for, the Devil’s Advocates. 

Inside the walls, we had managed to sneak in several of the Devil’s. The place was crawling with my people. But for as many Devil’s that were in the building, there were just as many Morpheus members. Morpheus members who had not only killed my mother but the boy that became my best friend Declan only two years previously.

The wounds of losing my best friend still tore at my heart. It made my anger a ball of fury that was all-consuming. The day I’d found his broken and bleeding body on the floor of the club house, I made the vow that I would kill every one of the seven Morpheus leaders. I would destroy the group and everyone inside it.

This was my way in. I’d never wanted anything to do with Louis again. But I didn’t see another way. Morpheus was a powerful group. They were well protected. They weren’t going to be easy to kill. So, I had to eat my pride and come back to my sperm donor. We’d organized a meet. He told me that he wanted me to step into his place so that he could retire. I agreed. 

What Louis didn’t know, was that he was never going to retire. The moment that my name was in ink as a leader, his throat would be bleeding out all over the floor. I just had to make it through training first.

I sighed again and scrubbed my hand down over my beard, glancing towards Israel. “Well, I suppose there is no better time than the present.”

Israel nodded his head and silently climbed onto his bike, gunning it to life. I slid onto my own bike and brought it to life with a roar. Together we crossed the threshold to my future. I would have been lying if I didn’t say I was nervous. The truth was I was petrified. If it hadn’t been for the fact that the rules stated we could bring another supernatural with us, I probably would have talked myself out of coming.

As it stood Israel was by my side. A redcap and an extremely powerful alpha redcap at that. Louis being human had no idea. We told him that Israel was an omega and a shifter. The fool had believed us. He assured his counterparts that the supernatural I was bringing was weak and nothing to worry about. 

I smirked to myself as I rode towards the front doors of the building. They had no idea what they were getting themselves into. I was a lynx shifter, an alpha, and strong in my own right. I realized I didn’t have the power of Anghus, our President, or Israel. But I wasn’t some weak insipid supernatural either. I could hold my own in a fight. I had felt the blood of my enemies on my hands many times.

Once Declan and I formed the Devil’s Advocates, we planned to save kids from the clutches of Morpheus. It was how most of our members came to us. Including Anghus our now President. He was a champion Morpheus fighter. We’d killed his Morpheus parents when he was thirteen. Followed by Jai and Jasper’s when they were also thirteen. 

I’d tasted the fear and blood of the Morpheus members. The lowest of rungs. But now it was time to step up and take on the larger catches. For every Morpheus parent we had killed, there was another one pop up. We never seemed to make a dent in the group.

Now was our chance. If I did this right, I would become a full leader of Morpheus. Where I would start by killing the current ruling members. Then I would take out their children. Each of the seven had at least one son that was going to be sent here to train. The temptation to kill them while here was strong. But I had to be logical. I had to think smart.

My plan was a simple one. My plan was to play the good doting prodigal son, who came back to take my birth rite. I would pretend that I was prepared to do what it took to help Morpheus grow. And when my time came, I would bathe in their blood. I would laugh at their fear, and I would feed on their wasted bodies.

As far as I was aware all the members were human. They’d all bred with supernatural’s at some stage. But from what research I had done along with Kade from AJE, all the supernatural’s had been killed over the year apart from Jantzen. The father of Anghus, Jai, Jasper, and Ciaran. However, he had gone underground. 

He was never going to be included in the training. Terrence had plans that his human son, Terry would take his place. I couldn’t help the smirk that was on my lips as I thought how easy it was going to be to defeat humans. There was going to be no competition.

Once Israel and I were at the front doors of the building, I shut down the engine of my bike and placed the stand down. Climbing off the bike, I looked up at the large building. There were no windows on the outside and the doors were made of thick metal. A shiver ran through me as I thought about what horrors the inside had seen.

Omegas had been killed, beaten, raped, you name it in there. Alphas and humans alike had been killed. Morpheus was a sick and twisted group. Something that the outside world didn’t understand. They saw the seven as simply businessmen in the area. Their faces were splashed across billboards and television. They gave to the right charities and partied with the right people.

They would shake hands with politicians, police, judges, doctors, and all the important people in society. But at the end of the day, they were nothing but scum. They got off on the death of the supernatural’s. They made them fight like animals. It was worth nothing more to them than the dollars that they brought in. The supernatural’s lives meant nothing. If they weren’t winning, they were dead.
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Colt

I looked around the medical unit of the Morpheus training facility and sighed. I hated what this group did. I hated working for them. I hated everything about them. But I was stuck here. I was an omega born in a breeding facility. It was either be bred by countless alphas who would rape me regardless of whether I was in heat or not. Or I take on whatever job the Morpheus leaders dictated.

I guess in the grand scheme of things I was lucky. I was given a job and trained to work in the medical facility. I wasn’t one of the poor omegas who were forced to fight against alphas knowing their fate was death. Sometimes I wondered if perhaps that might have been a better job. At least then I would have been free.

I just knew that my luck would be that I wouldn’t die. I’d be one of the unfortunate omegas who wasn’t killed. The ones that would be sent to the medical unit to heal in silver chains so that they couldn’t shift. Their bones knitted together slowly; their wounds often became infected. And if they survived all of that, they were subjected to experimental medications. Ones that the government hadn’t approved yet but used supernatural’s to test on. The ones that the public didn’t know about.

To Morpheus, omegas were the lowest of the low. They were the animals that were worth nothing. And if the omega had the misfortune of not being born a mystical, like me, then you were even lower again. It was hard to believe that was even possible. And yet that was my life. Nothing. Treated like an animal. Probably even worse than an animal.

We were given three meals, which was just enough to sustain us, but designed to keep us weak so that we wouldn’t have the strength to fight back. We were given hard pallets to sleep on. No blankets, no sheets, no pillows. Just a wooden pallet and whatever clothes we were able to steal to wear. 

If we did something wrong, we were stripped even from our clothes. Kept naked, forced to work in front of the trainees. Humans and supernaturals. Alphas. Their eyes would leer at us, watching us with hunger. It was an unspoken rule among the omegas that you were never outside after dark. We always made sure we were locked away in our quarters. Nothing good would happen to the omegas that found themselves outside with the alphas and humans.

It sounded like a savage place and in truth it was. There was no law in this place. The ones at the top were the seven Morpheus leaders. And they didn’t care what the alphas and humans did. All they cared about was money. So long as the treatment of the omegas was kept quiet and the outside population didn’t hear of our mistreatment, the seven turned a blind eye. 

I often wondered if the human population outside the walls of the training facility knew if they would even care. It was easy to feel like we were trapped, and no one gave a damn about us. We were nothing more than starving dogs, chained, and feral. 

“Colt, the new trainees are arriving today,” Larissa said from behind me as I checked the supplies.

I sighed and closed my eyes. Every year there would be new enrollments of trainees. These were people who wanted to become parents to the breeding facility alphas. The future fighters. This year however it was different. This round of trainees was the offspring of the seven. We had been told that this was going to be the final year of the current reigning seven Morpheus leaders. Which meant that their sons were to take over. 

This training month was going to be for the sons of the seven. Which meant more bloodshed than usual. The current seven leaders went through their training well before I was born. But I’d heard the stories. They got passed down through the omegas. By all accounts the training is brutal. It was a time that there would be more deaths than usual. I hated the idea of it. I’d been dreading it. But the day had arrived.

I turned to face Larissa who was making beds with fresh sheets. “Do we know how many people we are expecting?” I asked.

Larissa was a new employee. She was a vampire. With her blonde hair that came straight from a bottle, her eyes were a dark red. She had an air about her that was somewhat terrifying. There had been a lot of new employees recently. I noticed that they all seemed to have the same air about them. It made me nervous.

“I think there are going to be around about twenty all up,” she said with a shrug.

“That’s a lot more than normal.”

Larissa nodded her head and sighed. “Yeah. From what I heard through the rumor mill; the seven sons were allowed to each bring a supernatural. 

“That should mean only fourteen though. Who are the other six?”

“From what I’ve heard, Nigel, Frances, and Donald have sent their other sons as well.”

I frowned. I didn’t see how that was fair. But who was I to question the fairness of anything the seven did? 

Larissa shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. I don’t totally get how it all works. I can only piece together what I’ve heard from rumors. But I was talking to Corson, and he said that he’d heard Terrence and Louis talking when they were here last week. They were saying that it is expected the brutality is going to be much higher. So, we need to be prepared for a lot more injuries. Especially of omegas.”

Larissa’s voice was a growl by the time she’d finished telling me what she’d heard from her mate Corson. Another vampire. And an alpha. That was the other thing that I’d noticed was different. Normally Morpheus only employed shifter omegas to work in the training center. There was less risk that they would rally up and revolt. But this year there was a large influx of other species of supernatural and both omega and alphas. 

It felt like something was going on. I’d been feeling it for a few weeks. But I hadn’t been able to work it out. The atmosphere felt different. Normally leading up to the training month, the omegas would be afraid. There would be a constant air of terror. But this year was different. This year it felt like there was a rebellion in the air. I didn’t know how that made me feel. One part of me would love to see the employees of Morpheus rise and end them. On the other hand, the sheer thought horrified me. I worried about the deaths that would happen. I worried about myself. I worried about those that couldn’t care for themselves. 

I guess time would tell. I would just have to wait and see what it brought about. 
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Lynx

The building wasn’t any warmer as we entered the large metal door, which I discovered had silver threaded in it as my hand burned when I touched it.

“Ah Lynx and I assume you are Israel,” Louis greeted as he swung the metal door open.

Israel gave a firm head nod but said nothing. Louis looked Israel up and down before smirking. I couldn’t read the look, but I had a feeling he had just underestimated Israel.

“Right, come in and I will show you to your quarters,” Louis said as he stepped out of the way of the door. 

Israel and I stepped over the threshold of the training center into a large concrete foyer with no windows. Artificial lights buzzed overhead. There was a large reception desk that sat against one wall. The walls were dotted with oversized paintings of the previous Morpheus members. All wearing broad smiles and glaring down at the entrants to the building. Even the sight of their unmoving eyes gave me the jeebies. This whole place was cold and emotionless, just like the men who ran it.

I glanced over at the reception desk where a young woman sat. Her blonde hair pulled into a tight French knot at the back of her head. I bit the inside of my cheek as I recognized her as one of the Devil’s immediately. Amber. Israel looked up when I did and smothered his chuckle with a cough.

It was obvious that Louis had no idea of who Amber was. When I caught Amber’s eyes, she glared at me, but I noticed her lips tweak in a small smile. Of all the women that had been placed at the front of the training center, I would never have put Amber there. The woman swore like a wharfie. Underneath her glamour that she’d used to hide her arms, were tattoos, which covered just about every inch of her skin. She usually wore piercings in her face and make-up so heavy that it became almost threatening.

Her usual style was goth. With large black kick-ass boots. Fishnet stockings, torn black shirts, and tight skirts. She looked nothing like she normally did. Behind the large reception desk, she was dressed in pink, yes pink, cardigan, and a long denim skirt. Which looked like she had just robbed the local Brethren church for.

“Amber, this is my son Rupert Santos, but he prefers the name Lynx, god only knows why. And his supernatural Israel,” Louis said turning back to us. “What is your surname, Israel?”

“I don’t have one,” Israel growled low. The magic that rippled around the room told me he didn’t want to play nice. 

“Right,” Louis said before turning a saccharine grin back to Amber. “Just Israel then. I’d like the keys for their quarters.”

“Very well Mr. Santos,” Amber answered so sweet that honey oozed from her. I wiped my hand over my mouth to cover the smirk that was hiding. Amber stood from the desk, walked to a locker behind her, and slipped out two key passes. She handed them back to Louis with another sweet smile that had Louis basically swooning.

I rolled my eyes. Louis turned back to me with a smirk on his lips, while Amber shuddered behind him. I felt sorry for her. Or maybe it was Louis I should feel sorry for. If he thought, he was going to get anywhere with the girl he’d learn quickly or he’d lose his balls.

“Right, come this way,” Louis said turning towards a long hallway.

I gave Amber a wink as I walked past her to which she blew me a kiss in return. As we walked down the hallways, I noticed different members of the Devil’s roaming around. Some were dressed in maintenance uniforms, some dressed as cleaners. I acknowledged each one I walked past with a head nod.

It made me feel so much more comfortable knowing that I was surrounded by my people. There was still a chance that I could be killed here. But at the very least the chance would be less with my MC behind me. There was also more of a chance bringing down Morpheus while I decked our hands. Currently, we outnumbered Morpheus here. This was our chance.

Louis continued to walk towards the back of the building. It was much larger than it appeared from the outside. There were no windows at all. The walls were all concrete. It felt more like a jail than a training facility. Finally, Louis stopped in front of a steel door and pressed one of the key cards against the reader beside the door.

The door slid open to reveal a simple bedroom with two beds against the walls. Louis stepped into the room. 

“This is where you will be staying for the duration of your training. Your schedule is on the desk. We start training tomorrow morning. There is a bathroom through there. There is to be no fraternizing with the other trainees while you are here. You are here to learn to take over my role,” Louis lectured.

I sucked in a deep breath and let it out slowly before nodding my head. “Very well. Is there anything specific that I need to know before tomorrow?”

“Be prepared. You may be supernatural, but the men that you are up against are much stronger than you,” Louis said looking me up and down.

“How? If they are human,” I questioned.

Louis smirked and shook his head. “You will see.” He didn’t say anything else as he dropped the two keycards onto the desk beside what appeared to be a training manual. Once the door snibbed shut behind him I scrubbed my hands up over my face and head.

“What do you reckon? Have we fucked up coming here?” I questioned.

Israel shook his head. “No. I think Louis is trying to get into your head. There is magic here. Strong magic, but it’s not unbeatable.”

I sighed and flopped onto one of the beds. My stomach had butterflies floating around in it. It wasn’t too late; I knew that if I contacted Anghus he would get us out before the trials even started. But if I left, we would lose our chance at ending Morpheus. I was between a rock and hard place. 
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Israel left the room so that he could scout the facility. He wasn’t satisfied relying on our spies' surveillance. It was why Israel was the best sergeant at arms the Devil’s had. Israel was the most unassuming man, and the best for the job as my supernatural to bring along. I’d seen the look on Louis’s face. He underestimated Israel.

Redcaps were unknown. Not uncommon, there were plenty of them around, but what information that was out in the world was limited because the redcaps tended to be solitary beings who kept mostly to themselves. They still had a council. And there were leaders or alphas. But for the most part, redcaps didn’t stay in familial groups or communities. Unlike witches, vampires, or even shifters.

Israel was like every other redcap I’d ever met. He only stood at five foot seven. He could shift and change his images, like that of the fae and their glamour. Which shouldn’t be a surprise. Redcaps are direct descendants from a fae and shifter breeding. In turn, they got the best of both supernatural attributes. They were able to use the glamour of fae to alter their human appearance but were also able to shift into any creature they wanted.

Most redcaps, particularly the alphas, were incredibly strong. Their magic could overpower even the strongest of supernatural’s. That was why Israel was my natural choice to bring with me. I knew that no matter what I was up against, with Israel’s power, they wouldn’t be able to kill me.

I stretched out on the bed and opened the file that had been left behind. It was basically a manual on what was going to be expected of us as trainees. Louis had been very cagey about answering any questions. I figured it had been because he didn’t want me to get scared and back out. But as soon as I started reading the manual, I suddenly understood why he didn’t want me to know the full details until I was here.

Welcome to Morpheus Training. If you are reading this, it is because you have been selected to participate in the upcoming trials for the position of Morpheus leader. It has come time for the current leaders to stand down and allow the next generation to run this exclusive group.

The trials will evaluate you physically, emotionally, and mentally. The rules are simple. Get through the trials without dying and your position is safe. However, be prepared that the trials are deadly. They will be the toughest tests that you will have ever sat in your life.

There is no quitting. There is no escape. There is only striving to win, that elusive prize.

Rage built in my system as I read through the manual. We weren’t here just to train; we were here to fight for our lives. This wasn’t going to be a walk in the park. There
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